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Turnc on the bloody Hounds wich heads of Steele, 
And make the Cowards ftand aloofe at bay : 
Sell euery roan his life as deere as mine, 
And they (hall finde dcerc Deere of vs my Fri cilds. 
God, and S. Cjeorge, Talbot and Englands right, 
Profpcr our Colours in this dangerous fight. 

Enter tt CMefengcr that meets Tor\$. Enter Torke 
with Trumpet, and many Soldiers** 

Torke. Are not the fpeedy fcouts retum'd againe, 
That dog'd the mighty Army of the Dolphin> 

Meff. They are retum'd my Lord, and giue it our, 
That he is march'd to Burdeaux with his power 
To fight with T dbot as he march'd along. 
By your efpy als were difcouered 
Two mightier Troopes then that the Dolphin led, 
Which ioyn'd with him, and made their march for 

(Burdeaux 

Torke. A plague vpon that Villaine Somerfec,i 
That thus delaycs my promifed fupply 
Of horfemen, that were leuied for this fiege. 
Renowned Talbot doth cxpc<5l my ayde, 
And I amlowted by a Traicor Villaine, 
And cannot helpe the noble Cheualier : 
God comfort him in this neceflTny : 
If he mifcatry, farewell Wanes in Prance. 

Enter Another Aiejfenger. 
z.Mcf. Thou Princely Leader of our Englifo ftrcngtb, 
Neuer fo needfull on the earth of France, 
Spurrc to the refcue of the Noble Talbot, 
Who now is girdled with a wafte of Iron, 
And hem'd about with grim deftruction : 
To Burdeaux warlike Duke, to Burdeaux Yorlce, 
Elfe farwell Talbot, France,and Englands honor. 

Torke* O God, that Somerfct who in proud heart 
Doth flop my Cornets, were in Talbots place, 
So ftiould wee faue a valiant Gentleman, 
By forieyting a Traitor, and a Coward : 
Mad ire,and wrathfull fury makes me wecpe, 
That thus we dye, while remifle Traitors flcepe. 
UHef. O fend fame fuccour to the diftreft Lord. 
Tork;. He dies, we loofe : I breakc my warlike word: 
We mourne, France fmiles : We loofe, they dayfy gec, 
All long of this vile Traitor Somerfct. 

(JWef. Then God take mercy on braue Talbots foule, 
And an his Sonne yong Iohn y who two houres fince, 
I met in trauaile toward his warlike Father; 
This feuen yeeres did not Talbot fee his fonne, 
And now they meete where both their lines arc done. 

Torke. Alas, what ioy fhall noble Talbot haue, 
To bid his yong fonne welcome to his Graue : 
Away, vexation almoft ftoppes my breath, 
That fundred friends grcete in the houre of dearfi. 
Lxcie farewell, no more my fortune can, 
But curfe the caufe I cannot ayde the man. 
Maine, Bloys, T>oytiers> and Toures y are wonnc away, 
Long all of Somerfet, and his delay. Exit 

Mef. Thus while the Vulture of fedition, 
"eedes in tfce bofome of fuch great Commanders, 
Sleeping neglcftion doth betray to loffe : 
The Conqueti of our fcarfe-cold Conqueror, 
That eueHiuing man of Mcmorie, 
ifenrie the fift : Whiles they each other crofle, 
Liues, Honours, Lands, and all, hurrie to lofle. 
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Enter Somerfit with by Armit % 

Som. It is too late I cannot fend them now . 
This expedition was by Torkf and Talbot ' 
Too rafhly plotted. All our gencrall force 
Might with a fally of the very Towne ' 
Be buckled with : the ouer-daring Talbot 
Hath fullied all his glofle of former Honor 
By this vnheedfull, defperate, wildeaducntur c . 
Torke fet him on to fight, and dye in flhamc 
That Talbot dead, great Torke might beare 'the n 

Cap. Hecre is Sir William Lucie, who- with rT*' 
Set from our ore-matcht forces forth for avd 

Som. How now Sir Wflww, whether were v c 

Lu. Whether my Lord,from bought & fold J 
Who ring'd about with bold aduerjitic ^ 
Cries out for noble Yorke and Somerfct 
To beate affayling death from his weakc Region 
And whiles the honourable Captaine there * 
Drops bloody fwc t from his warre-wcaried limb 
And in aduancage lingring lookes for refcue, 
You his falfe hopes, the truft of Englands honor 
Keeps off aloofe with worthlefle cmulaiion : % 
Let not your priuate difcord keepe away 
The leuied fuccours that ftiould lend him ayde 
While he renowned Noble Gentleman ' 
Yeeld vp his life vnto a world of oddes. 
Orleance the Baftard, Charles* ^Bnrgmdie^ 
Alanfon, Reignard y compaffc him about, 
And Talbot pcriftieth by your default. 

Som* Yorke fet him on, Yorke lhould haue fent bin 
ayde. 

Luc. And Yorke as faft vpon your Grace cxclaimci 
Swearing that you with-holdhis leuied hoaft, 
Collected for this expidition. 

Som. York lyes : He might fene fent, U had the Horfc; 
I owe him little Dutie, andleffe Loue, 
And take foule iconic to fawne on him by fending. 

Lh. The fraud of England, not the force orFrancc, 
Hath now intrapt the Noble-minded Talbot : 
Neuer to England fhall he beare his life, 
But dies bctraid to fortune by your ftrife. 

Som t Come go, I will difpatch the Hqrlemen (trait: 
Within fixe houres, they will be at his ayde, 

Ln 9 Too late comes refcue, he is tane or flainc, 
For flye he could not, if he would haue fled : 
And Bye would Talbot neuer though he might. 

Som. If he be dead, braue Talbot then adieu. 

Lu. His Fame Hues in the world . His Shame in) 

JixtmU 

\ Enter Talbot and bti Sonne* 

Tal. O yong Iohn Talbot, I did fend for thee 
To tutor thee in ftratagems of Warre, 
That Talbots name might be in thee reuiu'd, 
When faplcfle Age, and wcake vnable limbes 
Should bring thy Father to his drooping Chaire. 
But O malignant and ill-boading Starres, 
Now thou art come vnto a Feaft of death, 
A terrible and vnauoyded danger : 
Therefore decre Boy, mount on my fwiftcft horfc, 
And He direft thee how thou (halt cfcape 
By fodaine flight. Come, daily not, be gone. 

Iohn. Is my name Talbot ? and am I your Sonne? 

2 4 Shall 
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^ dMl notherHonorableName, 

will fay,he is not Tacbots blood, 

K ,1 Flye,to reuenge my death,ifl be flame. 
r , He thatflyes fo,will ne're recume againe. 
tii If we both flay, we both are fure to dye. 
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£ &c is greac,fo your regard (hould be ; 
Y ° U 3th vDknownc.no lofle is knowne int 
W .dlath the French can little boaft; 
V C?theywdl,inyou.n 
SC annot ftayne the Honor you haue wonnc, 

Ji fled for Vantage,eucry one will fweare : 
^lbow^heylc&yitv^^fea^ 
£e is no hope chat cucrl will flay, 
Tfthcfirfthowre I'fhnnkeand run away : 
LonmykneelbeggeMortalitie, 
Ether then Life,prcferu\J with Infamie. 
rdb Shall all thy Mothers hopes lye m one Ton)be ? 
John. leather then He fl=iame my M others Wombe. 
Tali Vpon my Bleffing I command thee goe. 
Uhn. To fight I wil),btit not to flye the Foe. 
TtL Part of thy Father may be fau dm thee. 
Uhn. No part of him,but will be fhame in mee. 
TW^Thou neuer hadft Renowne,nor canft not lofe ir. 
ftte' Ycs,your renowned Name: fhall flight abufe it ? 
TW^Thy Fathers charge thai cieare thee from f ftaine. 
Jehu. You cannot witneiTe for me,being flaine. 
If Death be fo apparant.then both flye. 

Td. And leaue my followers here to fight and dye i 
My Age W3S neuer tainted with fuch fhame. 

ftk Andihallmy Youthbcguiltie of fuch blamed 
Nomore can I be feucred from your fide, 
Then can your feIfe,your felfe in twaine diuide : 
Stay,goc,doe what you will,the like doe I; 
For Hue I will not,if my Father dye. 

Tdb. Then here I take my leaue of thee, faire Sonne, 
Borne to edipfe thy Life this afternoone: 
Come,fide by fide, together Hue and dye, 
' AndSoule with Soulc from France to Heauen flye. Exit. 

Alarum : Exctirfions, wherein Talbots Sonne 
is hemm'd about , and Talbot 
refcue s him. 

TS. Saint George^nd Vi&ory; fight Souldicrs,fight : 
The Regent hath with Talbot broke his word, 
And left vs to the rage of France his Sword. 
Where is Iohn T dbot ? pawfe,and take thy breath, 
Igauethce Life,and refcu'd thee from Death. 

Iohn, O twice my Father,twice am I thy Sonne : 
The Life thou gau'ft me firft, was loft and done, 
Till with thy Warlike S word,defpight of Fate, 
Toray determin'd time thou gau'ft new date. 
W^.When fro the Dolphins Creft thy Sword ftruck fire, 
It warned thy Fathers heart with prowd delire 
Ofbold*fac't Vidtoric. Then Leaden Age, 
QtiickenM with YouthfullSpleene, and Warlike Rage, 
Beat downe Alanfon.OrleancefBurgmdic, 
And from the Pride of Gallia refcued thee* 
The ireful! Baftard Orleance, that drew blood 
From thee my Boy, and had the Maidenhood 
Of thy firft fighr, I fooneencountred, 
And interchanging blowes,! quickly (hed 


Some of his Baftard blood,and in difgrace 
Befpokc him thus : Contaminated,bale, 
And mis-begotten blood,l IpiH of thine, 
Mcancand right poore, for that pure blood ofmine, 
Which thou didft force from Talbot^ braueUoy. 
Here purpofing the Baftard to deftroy, 
Came inftrong refcue. Spcake thy Fathers care: 
Art thou not wearie,/*** ? How do'ft thou fare ? 
Wilt thou yet Jeauc the Battaile,Boy,and flie, 
Now thou art feal'd the Sonne or Chiualric ? 
FIye,to reuenge my death when I am dead, 
The helpe of one ftands me in little ftead. 
Oh,too much folly is it,well I wot, 
To hazard all our lines io one fmall Boat. 
If I to day dye not with Frenchmen* Kage> 
To morrow I ftali dye with mickle Age. 
By me they nothing gaine, and if I ftay, 
'Tis but the fhortning of my Life one day. 
In thee thy Mother dyes,our Houfeholds Name, 
My Deaths Reuenge,thy Youth,and Englands Fame : 
All thefe,and more,we hazard by thy ftay; 
AH thefe are fau'd, if thou wilt flye away. 

Iohn. The Sword of Orleance hath not made me fmart, 
Thefe words of yours draw Life-blood from ray Heart. 
On that aduantage, bought with fuch a fhame, 
To faue a paltry Life,and flay bright Fame, 
Before young Talbot from old Talbot flye, 
The Coward Horfe that beares me.fall and dye ; 
And like me to the pefant Boyes of France, 
To be Shames fcorne,and fubieft of Mifchance. 
Sure!y,by all the Glorie you haue wonnc, 
And if 1 flye,I am not Talbots Sonne. 
Then talke no more of flight,it is no boot, 
If Sonne to Talbot^ dye at Talbots foot. 

Talb. Then follow thou thy defp'rate Syrc of Crect, 
Thou Av*mf,thy Life to me is fweet : 
If thou wilt fight, fight by thy Fathers fide, 
And commendableprou'd, let's dye in pride. 


Exit. 


sAlarum. 


Excurfions. 
Talbot led. 


Enter old 


Talb.Whctt is my other Life? mine owne is gone. 
O, where's young Talbot ? where is vaiiant Iohn ? 
Triumphant Death, fmear'd with Captiuitie, 
Young Talbots Valour makes me fmile at thee. 
When he perceiu'd me (hrinke,and on my Knee, 
His bloodie Sword he brandifht oucr mee, 
And like a hungry Lyon did commence 
Rough deeds of Rage,and fterne Impatience : 
But when my angry Guardant flood alone, 
Tendring my ruinc, and affayl'd of none, 
Dizzie-ey'd Furie,and great rage of Heart, 
Suddenly made him from my fide to ftart 
Into the cluftring Battaile of the French : 
And in that Sea of Blood,my Boy did drench 
His ouer-mounting Spirit ; and there di'dc 
My Icartujny Bloflbmc,in his ptide. 

Enter with Iohn Talbot ^ borne. 
Seru. O my deare Lord Joe where your Sonne is borne. 
r<i/.Thou antique Dcath,which laugh'ft vs here to fcorn, 
Anon from thy infulting Tyrannie, 
Coupled in bonds of perpetuitte, 
Two Talbots winged through the litherSkie, 
In thy defpight (hall fcapc Mortalitie. 


